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iLEASE, Mr. Mate, has that 
cloud a silver lining ? " 

The question was asked by 
little Kate Vale, the daughter 
of. an emigrant, who, with her 
mother, was following her father, who 
had gone before to New York. Katie 
was a quiet, gentle little child, who gave 
trouble to no one. She had borne th6 
suffering of sea -sickness at the begin- 
^ing of the voyage so patiently, and now 
took the rough sea-fare so thankfully, 
that she had made a fast friend of Tom 
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8 EVERT CLOUD HAS A SILVER LINING. 

Bolton^ the mate. Bolton had a warm, 
kindly heart, and one of the children 
whom he had left in England was just 
the age of Katie ; this inclined him all 
the more to show her kindness.. Katie 
often had a piece of Bolton's sea-biscnit ; 
he told her tales which he called " long 
yams ;" and sometimes in rough weather 
he would wrap his thick jacket around 
her, to keep the chill from her thinly- 
clad form. Katie was not at all afraid 
of Bolton, or " Mr. Mate," as she called 
him ; and she took hold of his hard 
brown hand as she asked the question, 
" Has that cloud a silver lining ?" 

Bolton glanced up at a very black 
lowering cloud which seemed to blot 
the sun quite out of that part of the 
sky. 

*'Why do you ask me, Kate?" said 
the sailor. 

" Because mother often says that every 
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cloud has a silver linings and that one 
looks as if it had none." 

Tom Bolton gave a short laugh. "None 
that we can see," he replied ; " for the 
cloud is right atween us and the sun. 
If we could look at the upper part, where 
the bright beams fall, we should see yon 
black cloud like a great mass of silvery 
mother-o'-pearl, just like those that you 
yesterday called shining mountains of 
snow." 

Katie turned round, and raising her 
eyes, watched for some minutes the 
gloomy cloud. It was slowly moving 
towards the west, and as it did so the 
sun behind it began to edge all its dark 
outline with brightness. 

"See, seel" exclaimed Katie, "it is 
turning out the edge of its silver hning ! 
If I were up there in the sky, I suppose 
that all would look beautiful then. But 
I don't know why mother should take 
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10 EVEKY CLOUD HAS A SILVER LINING. 

comfort from talking of the clouds and 
their linings." 

The mother, Mrs. Vale, who was stand- 
ing near, leaning against the bulwarks, 
heard the last words of her child, and 
made reply : " Because we have many 
clouds of sorrow here to darken our lives, 
and our hearts would often fail us, but 
for the thought, ^ There is a bright side 
to every trial sent to the humble be- 
liever.'" And Mrs. Vale repeated the 
beautifid lines, — . 

'* Yon clouds, a mass of sable shade 

To mortals gazing from below, 
' By angels from above surveyed 
With universal brightness glow. " 

Katie did not quite understand the 
verse, but she knelw how patiently and 
meekly her mother had borne sudden 
poverty, the sale of her goods, and the 
bitter parting from her beloved hus- 
band. Bolton also had been struck by 
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the pious courage of one who had had a 
large share of earthly trials. 

" Your clouds at least seem to be 
edged with silver," he observed, with a 
smile; and as he spoke, the glorious 
beams of the Bun burst from behind the 
black mass of cloud, making widening 
streams of light up the sky, which, as 
Katie remarked, looked like paths up to 
heaven. 

The vessel arrived at New York after 
a rather rough voyage, and Mrs. Vale, to 
her great delight, found her husband 
ready at the port to receive her. He 
brought her good tidings also. A fort- 
night before her landing he had procured 
a good situation, and he was now able 
to take her and their child to a com- 
fortable home. Past sorrows now 
seemed to be almost forgotten; the 
Vales realized the truth of what the 
poet has said, — 
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" Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take ; 
The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head I " 

Bolton, who during a trying voyage 
had shown much kindness to Mrs. Vale 
as well as to Katie, was invited during 
his stay at New York to make their 
house his home. He had much business 
to do as long as he remained in the great 
city, so saw little of the Vales except in 
the evenings, when he shared their cheer- 
ful supper, and then knelt down with 
them at family prayers. The mate 
learned much of the peace and happi- 
ness which piety brings, while he dwelt 
under the emigrants' roof 

But ere long the day arrived when 
Bolton's vessel, the Albion, was to start 
for England. She was to weigh anchor 
at One, and at mid-day the mate bade 
good-bye to his emigrant friends, 

'^ A pleasant journey to you, and a 
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EVERY CLOUD HAS A SILVER LINING. 13 

speedy return ; we'll be glad to see you 
back here," said Heniy Vale, as he shook 
the mate by the hand. 

Bolton's journey was to be much 
shorter and his return much more speedy 
than he wished, or his friends expected. 
He was hastening down to the port to 
join his vessel, "when he saw hanging up 
in a shop window a curious basket, made 
of some of the various nuts of the country 
prettily strung together. 

"That's just the thing to take my 
Mary's fancy," said the mate to himself. 
'^ I've a present for every one at home 
but for her ; it won't take two minutes 
to buy that basket." 

Great events often hang upon very 
small hooks. If Bolton had not turned 
back to buy the basket, he would not 
have been passing a house on which 
masons were working, at the very mo- 
ment when a ladder, carelessly placed 
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against it, happened to fall with a crash. 
The ladder struck Bolton, and he fell 
on the pavement so much stunned by the 
shock, that he had to be carried in a 
senseless state into the shop of a che- 
mist. 

Happily no bones were broken, but it 
was nearly an hour before the mate re- 
covered the use of his senses. He then 
opened his eyes, raised his head, and 
stared wildly around him, as if wonder- 
ing to find himself in a strange place, 
and trying to think how he came to be 
there. Bolton pressed his aching fore- 
head, seeking to recall to his memory 
what had happened, for he felt like one 
in a dream. Soon his glance fell on the 
clock in the chemist's shop, and at the 
same instant the clock struck One ! Bol- 
ton started to his feet, as if the chime of 
the little bell had been the roar of a 
cannon. 
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EVERY CLOUD HAS A SILVER LINING. 16 

" The Albion starts at One I" cried the 
mate ; and without so much as stopping 
to look for his oilskin cap, with bandaged 
brow and bareheaded, Bolton rushed 
forth into the street, and, dizzy as he 
felt, staggered on towards the port from 
which the vessel was to sail. 

It was not to be expected that the 
sailor^s course should be a very straight 
one, or that with all his haste he should 
manage to make good speed. The streets 
of New York seemed to be more full of 
traffic than usual, and twice the mate 
narrowly escaped being knocked down 
again by some vehicle rapidly driven 
along the road. At last, breathless and 
faint, and scarcely able to keep his feet, 
poor Bolton arrived at the wharf to 
which his ship had been moored but an 
hour before. But the Albion was there 
no longer — ^the vessel had started with- 
out the mate — ^he could see her white 
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16 EVERY CLOUD HAS A SILVER LINING. 

sails in the distance ; she was already on 
her way back to Old England, and she 
had left him behind ! 

This was a greater shock to poor Bol- 
ton than the blow from the falling ladder 
had been. He stood for several minutes 
gazing after the ship with a look of de- 
spair, then slowly and sadly the sailor 
returned to the house of the Vales. 

"Nothing more unlucky could possi- 
bly have happened," muttered the mate 
to himself *^ Here's a pretty scrape that 
I shall get into with my employers ; the 
mate of their vessel absent just at the 
time when he ought to have been at his 
post! Then I've nothing with me — 
nothing, save the clothes that I stand in ! 
All my luggage is now on the waves, 
and a precious long time it will be before 
I shall see it again. But I don't care so 
much for the luggage ; what I can't bear 
to think of is my wife and my children 

(471) B 
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looking out eagerly for the arrival of the 
good ship AUnon, and then, when she 
reaches port, finding that no Tom Bolton 
is in her ! I wish that that stupid basket 
had been at the bottom of the sea before 
ever I set eyes on it 1" 

Pale, haggard, and looking — ^as he was 
— greatly troubled, poor Bolton entered 
the house of the Vales, which he so lately 
had quitted. The family were just finish- 
ing their dinner ; and not a little aston- 
ished were they to see one whom they had 
believed to be on the wide, wide sea. 

'' Here I am again, like a bad half- 
penny," said the poor sailor ; and sitting 
down wearily on a chair which Katie 
placed for him directly, Bolton gave a 
short account of what he called the most 
unlucky mischance that had ever hap- 
pened to him in the course of his life. 

The Vales felt much for his trouble, 
and begged him to remain with them 
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18 EVEBY CLOUD HAS A SILVER LINING. 

until he could get a passage in some 
other vessel bound for England. 

" And don't take your accident so 
much to heart," softly whispered little 
Katie; "you know mother's favourite 
proverb — ' Every cloud has a silver 
lining.'" 

" Sometimes, even in this life, we can 
see the silver edge round the border," ob- 
served Mrs. Vale. 

Bolton had too brave a heart and too 
sensible a mind to give way long to fret- 
ting, though he did not see how so black 
a cloud as that which hung over his sky 
could possibly have anything to brighten 
its gloom. He tried to make the best 
of that which he could not prevent, and 
retired to rest that night with a tolerably 
cheerful face, though with a violent head- 
ache, and a heartache which troubled him 
more. 

Bolton slept very little that night, nor 
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indeed did any one else in the house ; for 
with the close of day there came on a 
violent storm, which raged fiercely until 
the morning. Katie trembled in her 
little cot to hear how the gale roared and 
shrieked in the chimneys, and rattled the 
window-frames, and threatened to burst 
open the doors. The child raised her 
head from her pillow, and thanked the 
Lord that her sailor friend was not toss- 
ing then on the waves. 

But far more thankful was Elatie when 
tidings reached New York of what the 
storm had done on that terrible night. 
Bolton was sitting at breakfast with his 
friends on the third day after the tem- 
pest, when Vale, who was reading the 
newspaper, turned to the part headed 
" Shipping Intelligence." 

''Any news?" inquired Tom Bolton, 
struck by the expression on the face of 
his friend. 
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Instead of replying, Vale exclaimed, 
" How little we can tell in this life what 
is really for our evil or our good ! You 
called that accident which prevented your 
sailing in the Albion an 'unlucky mis- 
chance !'" 

'' Of course I did. My wife and chil- 
dren are impatient to see me — " 

'' Had you sailed in that ship," inter- 
rupted Vale, ''they would never have 
seen you again. The Albion went down 
in that storm!" 

What was the regret of Tom Bolton 
on hearing of the disaster, and what was 
his thankfiihiess for his own preserva- 
tion, I leave the reader to guess. Often 
in after-days did the little American bas- 
ket remind him in his own home of what 
others might have called the chance that 
led him to turn back on his way to the 
ship, and so caused the accident which 
vexed him so much at the time. If 
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God's children carefully watch the events 
of their own lives, they will often be able, 
even here below, to trace the silvery edge 
of the cloud ; but when they are called 
up higher, to dwell above with the angels, 
then they will see what they now believe 
— that the love of their Lord makes ail 
things, even the darkest, to work for good 
to them that fear Him. 
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D you are all ready for your 
umey?" asked old Aunt 
[artha of Florence, her young 
lece. 

"Oh yes; I'm all packed, 
all ready, auntie," was the cheerfiil reply; 
"IVe only my bonnet and scarf and 
gloves to put on, and there they are on 
that chair. I've put up my box and 
locked it, and I've forgotten nothing that 
I ought to put into it. I've a whole 
quire of paper and a dozen stamps for 
letters to you and papa." 
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" That's a pretty good allowance," said 
the old lady, smiUng, " considering that 
you are not to be away at Playsdown 
for more than ten days. But, you know, 
we'll miss you, my pet. Your papa will 
find the house lonely when he comes 
back from York ; and there's no one to 
make his coffee, or butter his muffin, or 
bring his slippers, but a poor old woman 
like me." 

'' I should hardly like to go, if I 
thought that you or papa would feel 
lonely, auntie," said Florence. 

" Oh, nonsense, my dear ; I was only 
joking," said the good-natured old lady. 
" Both John and I are pleased — quite 
pleased that you should have a little 
change and amusement, and visit the 
cousins whom you love so much, and 
who are so much delighted to have 

you." 

Aunt Martha seated herself by the 
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window, to watch for the coining of the 
fly which had been engaged to take her 
niece to Playsdown, and Florence took 
her favourite place on a stool at her feet. 
The girl was very fond of her aunt^ and 
the one green spot in the heart of old 
Miss Martha Bloxum was her love for 
her niece. It must be owned that the 
old lady's love was none of the wisest ; 
it would have been an evil thing for 
Florence, had she been left entirely to 
the care of one so over-indulgent. But 
during the first ten years of her life 
Florence had had the blessing of a wise 
as well as tender mother; and though 
that mother had long since left earth, 
her words, her counsels still helped to 
guide the only child whom she had left 
behind her. 

'' I suppose that you have not for- 
gotten your trinkets, my dear, for your 
cousins may see a good deal of company," 
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said Aunt Maxtha, gently stroking her 
niece's fair hair. 

" I have not many trinkets to trouble 
my memory," rephed Florence gaily; 
then she added more gravely, raising her 
hand to a black chain-cable of Irish bog- 
wood, which she wore round her neck, 
"what I most value is this, which I 
never take off but at night." 

Miss Bloxum knew well that the chain- 
cable had been given to Florence by her 
mother, and that though it was neither 
pretty nor new, and had never been 
costly, memory of her departed parent 
made it precious to Florence. But Miss 
Bloxum did not share the feelings of her 
niece in regard to the simple ornament ; 
it was no favourite with the old lady. 
Though Aunt Martha dressed quietly 
enough herself, she had a fooUsh fancy 
for decking out her brother's only child. 

" T think that you might put off that 
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old black cable of yours, and wear your 
pretty bright coral instead," she observed. 
" Black wood looks heavy on that white 
little neck : and your cable is not even a 
perfect one ; it is easy enough to see that 
it has been broken and mended." 

" Ah, that was before it was given to 
me," replied Florence. " Dear manmia 
used to wear it herself, with a golden 
locket hanging from it ; once the cable 
broke, and the locket was lost" 

" I think that the cable was scarcely 
worth mending," began the aunt, when 
she was interrupted by the entrance of 
the servant, who brought in a letter for 
Florence, which had come by the morn- 
ing post. 

" A letter from papa I" exclaimed Flo- 
rence joyfully, as she took it from the 
servant. " How well I know his hand." 

'^ Let's hear his news," said the aunt ; 
"I'm glad that the letter came before 
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you started. I want to know whether I 
may expect John home before the end of 
the week." 

Florence broke open the envelope, and 
read the letter aloud. It was an amus- 
ing one, describing her father's journey 
to York, his fellow-travellers in the train, 
and then what he had seen in the grand 
old city. 

"Nothing about his coining home," 
observed Miss Bloxum, after Florence 
had read down to the signature, " Your 
affectionate father, J. Bloxum." 

"Ah, there's one line more, just at 
the bottom of the page!" cried Flor- 
ence ; but her face, as she glanced at 
this line, showed, so marked a change of 
expression that her aunt could not help 
saying, " Is anything the matter, my 
dear?" 

Florence was too much vexed at the 
moment to speak. She held up the letter 
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SO that her aunt could see it, pointing to 
the line, which seemed to have been 
hastily added — "Do not go to Plays- 
down." 

"What nonsense!" exclaimed Aunt 
Martha, who, because she was ten years 
older than her brother John, and could 
remember him as a baby, did not always 
treat him with respect, even in the pres- 
ence of his daughter. " When the fly 
is ordered, the box packed, everything 
ready, and your cousins expecting you, 
John thinks to upset everything by a 
scribbled line at the end of a letter !" 

" What am I to do 1" exclaimed Flor- 
ence, her eyes filling with tears ; for she 
was Httle accustomed to disappointment, 
and not to go to Playsdown would be a 
great disappointment indeed. 

" Do ! why, get into the carriage, and 
be off to your cousins. Here is the fly 
coming up the drive, and I hear Ann 
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dragging your box into the hall, so quick, 
put on your bonnet," said Aunt Martha, 
who could never bear to see a tear in the 
eye of her niece. 

"But what would papa say?" mur- 
naured Florence, who was, however, ex- 
ceedingly inclined to follow the advice of 
her aunt 

" Oh, he never says much ; he takes 
everything pretty easy ; he did so from 
a baby," said the elder lady. "John 
was the most jolly, good-tempered Kttle 
fellow that ever I danced in my arms. 
Your father, I'll answer for it, won't be 
much vexed at your going ; and if he is, 
I'll take all the blame on myself I'll 
tell John that I bade you go, and that 
will be the end of the matter." 

Florence hesitated for a few seconds ; 
the fly was at the door, the coachman 
was actually lifting up her box; she 
knew that her remaining at home would 
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grievously disappoint her cousins as well 
as herself. Besides all this, it would 
not be pleasant to act contrary to the 
advice of her kind old aunt ; and Flor- 
ence knew as well as Miss Bloxum her- 
self that her father was not one to be 
angry even if he were not promptly 
obeyed. Florence, in her indecision, put 
up her hand, as she often did when re- 
flecting, to the chain-cable which she 
wore round her neck. It seemed as if 
the touch of it recaUed something to her 
mind, for she instantly said, in a voice 
expressing decision, though certainly not 
cheerfulness, *'No, auntie, I cannot go 
when papa forbids ; please have my box 
taken back into the house, and send the 
fly away." 

" Why, your father cannot in reason 
expect that, when every arrangement is 
made, all is to be altered by one hasty 
line," cried Miss Bloxum with some im- 
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patience. " Why could not John at least 
give a reason, instead of writing all that 
about the French count in the train, and 
the lady with her poodle, and the new 
buildings in York ? But it's just like 
John I " added the elder sister, still 
thinking of what Mr. Bloxum had been 
as a boy. "Put on your bonnet and 
scarf; you may disobey your father for 
once." 

"Oh nol" exclaimed Florence, again 
passing her hand over the links of her 
chain. " Auntie, I can never forget the 
talk which I had with dear mamma 
when she gave me this bog-wood cable. 
She told me never, never to disobey one 
of the commandments, saying to myself, 
* It is only for once.' ' You see,' she 
said, ' this cable 1 Every link in it was 
firm and strong, save one; that one I 
broke, and my locket was lost. By one 
commandment broken a world was lost. 
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Florence, beware of the words — Only 
this once' " 

Florence's fingers were no longer on 
her ornament ; both her hands rested on 
the knee of her aunt, and as the girl 
glanced up at her mother's likeness which 
hung on the wall, she seemed to hear 
again the sweet voice which had said, 
" Beware of the words — Only this once.'' 

Aunt Martha looked thoughtfiil and 
grave. She felt, perhaps, that she had 
been acting the part of a tempter to the 
niece whom she fondly loved ; the little 
bog-wood chain-cable had been a better 
counsellor than herself. 

"Well, my dear, perhaps you are 
right," said the kind old lady, bending 
forward to kiss the brow of Florence. 
''I'll pay the coachman, and send away 
the fly; and you must write a line to 
your cousins to say what stopped you." 
Miss Bloxum added, but happily not 
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aloud, " It is very stupid and tiresome 
in John to disappoint his poor child for 
some idle whim of his own." 

Miss Bloxum changed her mind about 
this on the following morning, when the 
postman brought two letters for Flor- 
ence. The first was from her father, and 
thus began : — 

" Just as I was sending off my last 
letter to my darling, I chanced to hear 
from the landlord of the hotel in which 
I am staying that the small-pox is rag- 
ing in the neighbourhood of Playsdown, 
where a sister of his is residing. I had 
barely time to open my envelope and 
add one hurried line at the end of my 
letter, for I was almost too late for the 
post." 

" So papa had a reason — a good rea- 
son — ^though he had not a minute to 
spare to write it down," observed Flor- 
ence. 
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'* I think that second letter is from 
Playsdown/' said her aunt. 

'* From Annie ; perhaps it is a scold 
to me for breaking my appointment," 
cried Florence as she opened the note. 
She then read aloud to her aunt as fol- 
lows : — 

" We are so thankful^ dear Florence, 
that you have not made your appearance, 
and that something has evidently oc- 
curred to make you delay your visit. 
There has been a good deal of small-pox 
in the village ; but as our house stands 
quite by itself, we hoped that we all 
should escape infection, and that, there- 
fore, it was not needful to write any- 
thing about it." 

"Very wrong — ^very wrong 1" ejacu- 
lated Miss Bloxum. Florence continued 
reading the note : — 

"But to-day a rash has broken out 
upon Ellen, and the doctor says that there 
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is not a doubt that she has taken the 
small-pox." 

" So if you had gone to your cousins 
yesterday you would have been turned 
back from the door, and had your 
journey for nothing," interrupted Aunt 
Martha. 

" Or I should have run into the house, 
and perhaps have caught the infection," 
said Florence. " I can't help being a 
little afraid of small-pox ; oh, I do hope 
that poor Ellen will recover from the 
disease." 

Ellen did indeed recover ; but the 
small-pox spread in the house at Plays- 
down, all Florence's cousins had it, and 
one of their servants sickened and died. 
Miss Bloxum was very much struck 
when she heard of the poor maid's death 
The old lady, with tearful eyes, looked 
at her dehcate Florence, and thought 
what might have happened had she taken 
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the advice of her too indulgent aunt — 
had she pleased herself instead of obey- 
ing her father. Aunt Martha felt great 
thankfulness^ mingled with much self- 
reproach. 

*'I shall never again wish you to 
change that bog-wood cable for your 
pretty red coral/' said Miss Bloxum one 
day to her niece. " I never look now at 
that mended link, without thinking what 
a blessing it is that it reminded you of 
the words of your mother : ' By one link 
broken my locket was lost ; by one com- 
mandment broken a world was lost. 
Beware of the words — Only this once.' " 
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US, I took the nice broth to Sarah 
Jones, as you told me to do," 
said Alice Blane to her mother. 
" She said it would do her good, 
and thanked you so much for 
your kindness." 

" How did you find my poor friend ? " 
asked the lady. 

"In great pain, and so weak that 
she was hardly able to speak," re- 
plied Alice; "but Sarah Jones is al- 
ways so patient ! She has a great deal 
to bear." 
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"She has indeed," said Mrs. Blane 
with a sigh. 

"And is it not true, mamma, that 
poor Sarah was once much better off? " 
asked the child. "Is it not true, that 
she had every comfort before her father 
died ; that she lived in a nice house, had 
plenty of food and good clothes ? " 

" All this is true," answered the 
lady. 

" And now, when poor Sarah Jones is 
helpless and ill, she has the trial of being 
so poor that she is thankful for a tea- 
cupfiil of broth ! " 

"Very thankful, my child." 

The face of Alice grew thoughtful and 
grave. "I cannot think," she said, 
speaking slowly, as if half afraid to say 
what she thought — " I cannot think why 
the Lord should take away, from one so 
patient and good, her father, her health, 
her strength, and many things which 
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she now needs more than she ever needed 
them before." 

" The Lord never takes anything from 
His children without giving them some- 
thing better instead," observed Mrs. 
Blane. 

^^I don't see that, mamma; I can't 
see that/' began Alice, when she was in- 
terrupted by her brother Arthur's run- 
ning into the room. 

"Hurrah! now for opening the mis- 
sionary-box ! " cried the boy. " This is 
the 24th of May, and we always open 
the box on the birth-day of our good 
Queen." 

"Yes, yes," cried Alice eagerly; "this 
is the time to open the box — I'm so 
curious to see what is in it 1 Quick, 
Arthur ! bring the box, and set it here 
on the table, while I run upstairs for 
the key!" 

The opening of the missionary-box was 
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always an interesting event at Blane 
Lodge, where it took place but once 
every year. Alice and Arthur had 
special care of the little collection, which 
helped to support an African child. 
Mrs. Blane left her children to conduct 
this work of love, taking herself but 
little part, save that of dropping every 
now and then a silver coin through the 
slit in the box. 

Before Alice returned with the key in 
her hand, Arthur had carried the box 
from the shelf on which it usually 
stood, and had set it on the top of his 
desk, ready to be opened by his sister ; 
for the children took it by turns to open 
the box, and this was Alice's year. 

" Doesn't it feel heavy ?" cried Arthur, 
giving the box a shake which made its 
contents rattle. 

" I fancy that auntie put in something 
last Sunday," said Alice. " She thought 
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that no one was looking ; but I caught 
the sound of the jingle just as she passed 
by the shelf." 

"And I heard a chink, chink, once 
when Anne was cleaning out the room 
in the morning," observed Arthur. " I 
guess that some of the pennies of our ser- 
vants find their way down this sUt. Why, 
Alice, how long you are fumbling the 
key in the lock. Let me try ; there's a 
good girl; I'll open the box in a minute." 

" It's done 1 — ^it's open 1 " cried Alice, 
as she lifted the lid. 

The box was soon emptied of its store 
— ^shillings and pennies rolled out on the 
table. With pleasure the brother and 
sister looked down on the heap of money 
before them. 

" What a lot of pretty httle farthings ! " 
cried AUce ; " six — eight — why, there 
must be a dozen at least ! " 

"I don't care much for the coppers. 
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they weigh so heavy, and count for so 
little," said Arthur. "There's a florin 
— ^a bright new florin ; that's worth — ^let 
me see — ^that's worth ninety-six of your 
farthings!" 

"Let us count up the money," said 
his sister; "you count the silver, and 
I'll count the copper. I should not 
wonder if we found that we could 
make up nearly a pound. We had 
twelve shillings and tenpence last 
year." 

The silver was quickly put apart from 
the copper, and the boy and girl set to 
counting up the two kinds of money. 
Arthur's task, being the easier, was first 
completed, and he turned to assist his 

sister in hers. 

* 

" I've one florin, two shillings, five 
sixpenny and three fourpenny pieces!" 
he cried. "That comes to seven and 
sixpence. Just separate the pennies, the 
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halQ)ennies, and farthings, and I'll count 
up one of the sets." 

"Sixteen faxthmgs make," began 
Alice — 

" Fourpence," interrupted her brother. 

" Eighty pennies — ^that's six and eight- 
pence ; and oh I what heaps of halfpence 
there are 1 " exclaimed Alice. 

"Set them in rows of twelve each ; 
two rows will go to a shilling," said 
Arthur. " Let's push back that flower- 
pot and the phials, or we shall not have 
room to marshal our regiment of coppers ! " 

The children laid out their rows upon 
rows of dull dark coins, on some of which 
the likeness of our gracious Queen had 
almost been worn off by use. Arthur's 
plan had made the summing up easy, 
and in less than two minutes Alice was 
able to say, " We've twenty-six rows of 
the brownies; that comes to just thirteen 
shillings, I think." 
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" Thirteen shillings and fourpence, and 
six and eightpence, that makes — stop a 
minute — that makes exactly a pound ! " 
cried Arthur. 

"A pound! a whole pound 1 besides 
the silver," exclaimed Alice, clapping her 
hands and jumping for joy. " We had 
never so good a collection before ! " 

" Won't it be nice," observed Arthur, 
"to carry such a heap of money to the 
clergyman, and ask him to send it to the 
Coral Mission in London ? " 

" I don't know about its being nice or 
easy to carry eighty pennies and more 
than three hundred halfpence two miles 
m such hot weather as this," laughed 
Alice, "to say nothing of the farthings 
and silver." 

" Why, you don't suppose that we need 
carry the money just as it was turned 
out of the box?" cried Arthur. "I'd 
rather choose to carry a satchel of books, 
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or a leg of mutton. No, no; mamma 
will change the money, I'm sure ; and 
instead of this load of copper, we'll have 
one good bit of gold." 

Alice ran up to her mother. " Mam- 
ma," she cried, " will you please give 
us a sovereign for all that money lying 
on the table? We've counted it up, 
every farthing, and it comes to exactly 
a pound." 

Mrs. Blane smiled a ready assent ; she 
drew out her purse, and a bright sove- 
reign was soon placed in the hand of 
Alice. 

"To think of this small thing being 
worth all those pence and halfpence put 
together ! " exclaimed the child, glancing 
down at the coin in her palm. " Why, 
I have but to close my hand, and no 
one could guess that I had any money 
at all!" 

" Shall I do wrong in taking from you 
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SO much money/' asked the lady, '' and 
giving you so little in its place ? " 

" Wrong 1" cried both Arthur and 
Alice in surprise at the question ; and 
the latter added, "Oh no, mamma; for 
what you gave us instead of our copper 
is gold, precious gold" 

" Then let this, my child, be to you as 
a little parable," observed the lady, who 
was fond of drawing lessons from small 
incidents in daily life. "We may liken 
our earthly blessings to the copper and 
the silver, which are in themselves good 
things, the gifts of our heavenly Father 
— good things, but yet not the best 
The Lord never takes away even earthly 
blessings from those who love and serve 
Him, without giving them something 
better instead." 

" I do not see what He has given to poor 
Sarah Jones," said Alice, who was quick 
enough to read the meaningof her mother. 
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" The Lord has given to her the rich 
grace of patient, trustftil love, which is 
far more precious than gold, or anything 
that gold can buy. Sarah's trials have 
drawn her nearer to God — ^they have 
made her more meek, more lowly, more 
loving." 

" Could she not have been just as good 
without these trials 1 " asked Arthur. 

"Were it so, they would not have 
been sent," said his mother; "for the 
Bible tells us that our heavenly Father 
doth not afflict willingly J nor grieve the 
children of men. In another world 
Sarah will rejoice at the sufferings so 
meekly borne in this ; she will not wish 
that she had had one trial the less ; her 
afflictions will end in exceeding joy ; and 
in the meantime, my children, the Chris- 
tian has the peace of God in her heart. 
That peace may be a secret treasure, 
hidden from the eyes of men, like that 
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gold in the closed hand of my Alice ; 
but it is a real and a precious treasure 
—one which its possessor would not part 
with for all the wealth of the world I " 
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Crumbs ot Comfort 



Minette and Grace had 
taken to see a pretty sight 
5 grounds of the Duchess 

. On New Year's 

^^j the Duchess gave gifts to 
all the poor pensioners on her estate. 
Every woman past the age of sixty re- 
ceived from the lady's own hand a new 
dress, an order for coal, and a loaf 

The pretty scene made a great im- 
pression on the children, especially on the 
younger, Minette. For the rest of the 
day Minette would play at nothing but 

(470) 4 B 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



60 CRUMBS OF COMFORT. 

" pencers " — ^the word pensioners was too 
long for the cliild's little mouth. It was 
Minette's favourite amusement to act 
over again whatever scene had taken her 
fancy. Her dolls were now turned into 
" pencers ; " and as she had not enough 
of them to personate the old women, her 
box of ninepins had to supply more 
*' pencers " for the child, who, of course, 
herself played the Duchess. 

" I hope that when I'm grown-up I'll 
be rich — tremendously rich ! " exclaimed 
Minette the next morning, as she sat 
perched up at the breakfast-table. 

^^ Manmia says that we ought not to 
wish to be rich," observed her elder and 
more seiisible sister. 

" But I do wish it I " repeated Minette, 
striking the table with her spoon. " I'll 
be a Duchess, and give New- Year's pre- 
sents to all the old women in England 1 
I'll not give ugly brown gowns, but 
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pretty blue ones, with white down trim- 
ming, like what mamma wears when 
visitors come to dinner." 

Grace could not help laughing. " How 
funny the white down trimming would 
look on the old pencers," she cried, " 'spe- 
cially after they had been scrubbing their 
floors, or cooking their dinners ! " 

But Minette went on without heeding 
her. "And instead of a loaf, I'll give 
each one a big sugared cake 1 111 feast 
all my pencers — I will ! " and again the 
table was energetically struck with the 
spoon. 

" But youVe one pencer already," said 
Grace ; " and while you've been talking 
of your fancy pencers, you've been keep- 
ing your real one waiting ever so long 
for his breakfast." 

" A pencer !" exclaimed Minette, look- 
ing up in surprise ; then following the 
direction of her sister's eyes towards the 
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window, she said coldly, " Oh, you only 
mean little Robin; I was not thinking 
of him." 

" But would it not be better to think 
of him whom you can feed, than of ever 
so many people for whom you can do 
nothing at all? You may never have 
blue dresses or sugared cakes to give, 
but you can spare a few crumbs of com- 
fort for poor little Kobin." 

Minette jumped down from her chair, 
swept the crumbs from the table-cloth 
with her plump little hand, and in a 
minute was at the window with her 
sister, watching the redbreast as he en- 
joyed his humble breakfast 

There are not many things that very 
little children, like Minette, can do to 
make others happy ; but it is better to 
do the smallest act of kindness, than 
merely to play at being generous, which 
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costs nothing, and often but fosters silly 
pride. Is there no creature, dear little 
reader, to whom, in the wintry sea- 
son, you can give some crumbs of com- 
fort? 
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T I would you pull down the 

t^allow's nest, Harry? Oh 

> ! you would not have the 

jart to do so ! Would you 

make such an evil return for 

the trust of the brave httle bird that 

comes and builds under the eaves, and 

whose twitter seems to say, "I know 

that you will not harm me." Could you 

bear to destroy the tiny home which she 

has made with such wondrous skill, and 

in which she has patiently waited, day 

after day, to hear the first chirp of her 
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nestlings ? Now, when the little bird's 
heaxt is full of a mother's delight, would 
you be the one to fill it with disappoint- 
ment and sorrow ? 

I love birds — ^free, happy birds : they 
seem to me like companions to man. 
The great traveller Livingstone, whose 
book now lies open on my table, noticed 
that in Africa it is around villages that 
singing-birds are to be found It ap- 
pears as if their joyous songs were made 
to gladden the human race. And it is 
not only by their warbling that the birds 
do man good service. Come and sit be- 
side me, my boy, and I will read to you 
out of Dr. Livingstone's book an account 
of a strange little creature which the 
Africans call the honey-guide. 

" The honey-guide is an extraordinary 
bird : how is it that every member of 
its family has learned that all men, white 
or black, are fond of honey? The instant 
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the little fellow gets a glimpse of a man, 
he hastens to greet him with the hearty- 
invitation to come to a bees' hive and 
take some honey. He flies on in the 
proper direction, perches on a tree, and 
looks back to see if you are following ; 
then on to another, and another, until he 
guides you to the spot. If you do not 
accept his first invitation, he follows you 
with pressing importunities, quite as 
anxious to lure the stranger to the bees' 
hive as other birds are to draw him away 
from their own nests. Except while on 
the march, our men were sure to accept 
the invitation ; and manifested the same 
by a peculiar responsive whistle, meaning, 
as they said, ' All right, — go ahead, — ^we 
are coming.' The bird never deceived 
them, but always guided them to a hive 
of bees, though some had but little honey 
in store." 

You wish that we had honey-guides 
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here in Britain ; but they would be of 
little use to us, for we cannot expect in 
tliis climate to find rich yellow honey 
dropping from wild bees' nests. But 
there is something of which the account 
of the honey-guide reminds me. I 
thought, as I closed the book, that Con- 
science in the heart of a child is like a 
guide to lead hun where the golden 
honey of j oy may surely be found. Those 
who will not Usten to Conscience, nor 
follow where it would lead, may choose 
what appears a pleasant path ; but it will 
end in disappointment. 

" Mowers above and thorns below, 
Little pleasure, lasting woe, — 
Such is the fate that sinners know; '* 

while the roughest path to which Con- 
science guides — ^if through God's help we 
follow it — ^will bring us to joys sweeter 
than the honey dropping from African 
treea 
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" I were to be a bird, I would 

never choose to be a sea-mew," 

said Ailsie Bums, as she gazed 

forth on the rough waves and 

the stormy sky above them. " I would 

be a happy httle lark, singing as I 

soared, and then dropping down into 

some pleasant field. Or I would be a 

beautiful swan, gliding softly over still 

waters, with my nest amidst the tall 

rushes. Mamma, has the sea-mew any 

home, or does she fly up and down for 

ever as I see her now, with her white 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SEA-MEW. 59 

silvery wing flashing against the dark 
skyi" 

Mrs. Bums answered without raising 
her eyes from her needle, — for she was 
working hard to prepdre a set of shirts 
for her eldest boy, who was going to 
school, while her youngest lay asleep on 
her knee. Mrs. Bums was the wife of 
a sea-captain, and the mother of seven 
children; she knew well the struggle 
through life of those who have '' little to 
earn and many to keep." 

"The sea-bird builds upon the bare 
rock, and rears her young within sound 
of the dashing billows. God has fitted 
her for the restless, roaming life which 
she leads." And Mrs. Bums, as she 
busily plied her needle, thought of her 
husband far away. 

" But where does the sea-bird get food, 
mamma ? There is no com on the bare 
rock, no pleasant fruit on the tossing sea. " 
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''The sea is for the gull, my child, 
what the fruitful field is for the land- 
bird. She is a bold and skilful fisher, 
and neither needs nor would care for 
waving wheat or sweet ripe berry* He 
who feeds the ravens provides for the 
sea-mew also." 

"But does the wild bird never get 
cold and wet in the stormy winter nights, 
when we shiver over the fire, but she is 
skimming over the waves, or resting upon 
them, mamma 1 " 

"There is an oil on the plumage of 
the sea-mew, Ailsie, which prevents her 
feathers from ever being damp. Dry in 
the midst of water, safe in the midst 
of danger, ' at home in the tempest, at 
rest on the waves,' the sea-mew, with 
her silvery wings, ever reminds me 
of some brave spirit trusting in God, 
that is never damped by the trials 
of life; because, whatever storms are 
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around it, it has Heaven's own peace 
within." 

The babe on the lap of the searcap- 
tain's wife now began to stir, so she 
hushed it again to sleep by singing her 
song of hope and trust : — 

SONG. 

The angry thtmder^sloiid 

PotuB its showers on the vine. 
Still in their downy shrond 

Unhurt its dusters shine. 
The rain-drops trickle down.the spray. 
They cannot harm, they cannot stay. 

On ocean the sea-mew 

Fearless brayes the stormy weather. 
Safe in the oily dew 

On each white and stainless feather. 
Though o'er her dash the drops of spray. 
They cannot harm, they cannot stay. 

In hours of grief acute 

Thus peace Beligion brings, 
Like the down upon the fruity 

Or the oil upon the wings. 
Though tears fall fast iif. sorrow's day, 
They cannot harm, they cannot stay. 
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n — ^afraid of poor Daisy, afraid of a 

lamb, 
lat goes bleating about, as in search of 

her dam? 
)me, Alice, and stroke her; so quiet 

she'll stand, 
A ud nibble the cowslips from that little hand. 

I call you my lamb when you sit on my knee, 
For you are as gentle and playful as she ; 
But there's a great difference 'twixt Daisy and you, — 
She runs upon four feet, my lamb has but two. 

On many nice things little Alice is fed, — 
She has milk for her breakfast, jam, butter, and bread ; 
The field is the wide table spread for the lamb. 
And grass is her butter and strawberry jam. 
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My Alice has pinafore, frock, and pelisse ; 
Poor Daisy has nothing but her woolly fleece. 
And even from that will have something to spare, — 
Perhaps to make flannel for Alice to wear. 

In a nice little cot Alice slmnbers at night, 
And the candle it shines on her curtains so white ; 
But Daisy lies down on a buttercup-bed, 
And stars are the candles that shine overhead. 

" Baa ! baa ! " that is all Daisy ever will say ; 
But already my Alice can prattle away. 
When she whispers, — " I love you," how happy I am, 
And I smother with kisses my own little lamb. 
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